tcuestakurskfi. 

Ser. This is the liuct ycinc, which makes fle^ a deicie^ 
A Greene Goofc, a Ceddeffe, pure pure Idolatrie. 

God amend vs, God amend, we arc much out o’th’way . 


SnterDumdine, 

Lon. By whom fliali I fend this (company?) Stay . 
Bero, Ail hid, all bid, an old infant play, 

Likeademie God, here fit I in thd skie. 

And wretched foolesfecrets hcedfully ore-eye, 

MoieSackes to the myll. O heauens 1 haue my wilh, 
*L>amaim tranfform’d ,foure Woodcocks in a diflj. 

BHm. Omoftdiuinc Kate. 

Bero. Omoftprophane coxcombe. 

T>Hm. J5y heauen the wonder ot a mortall eye. 

Bero. By earth (lie is not, corporal), there you lye. 
D«/w. Her Amber haires forioulehath arobei cored, 
Ber. An Amber coloured Rauen was well noted. 

As vprightss the Cedar, 

Ber. Stoopc 1 lay her fiioulder is with-child, 
Asfaireasday. 

Ber, 1 asfomedayegjbutthennoSunncmuftfiunc, 

Dum. O that 1 had my wilh < 

Lon. And I had mine. 

Kin. And mine too good Lord. 

Ber, Amen, fo I had miner Is not that a good word i 
D tim. I would forget hcr,>ut a Feucr (he 
Raignes in my bloud, and will reroembred be, 

Ber, A Feucr in your bloud, why then incifion 
Would let heroutinSawcers.fwecimifprifion. 

Dum, Once more He rctd the Ode that I haue writ. 

Ber. Oncc£i3GteIIemarkehowLouecanvary Wit. 
Dumainereadeshis Sonnet. 


O n A dny%!ilacJ^tkedaj : 

LoueyWpjofe Month is etierj lMaj, 
Spied a hloffpme faffing faire, 

B I ajing^tn the wanton ayre : 

'Through the V eiu't, leAues the wtnde, 
a^Uvt^eefie^cm pajj^gefmde* 


pat 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Love’s Labour’s Lost {STC 222gs) l-( 


t 


Vou^S ladhour s to^ 

That the Loner Jicke to death, 

Wijh himfelfe the heauens hr eath. 

<ty^jre( quoth he ) thy eheekes may hlowe, 
^yre , would I might triumph fd . 

But alacke my hand isjwerne , 

N ere to plucks thee from thy throne: 

Vow alacke for youth vnmeete, 

Touth fo apt to plucks a fweete. 

Doe not call itjinne in me^ 

That I amforfworne for thee. 

Thou for whom XoMtwouldJweare, 
luno hut anz^Ethiope were, 
tySnd denie himfelfe for lout. 

Turning mortall for thy Loue. 

This will J fend, and fomecbing clft more plaine. 
That fhall expreffe my rrue.loucs failing paine. 

0 would the K.mg,Bero»ne 3ud Longauill, 

Witc Louers two, ill to example ill. 

Would from my forehead wive a periur’d note ; 

For none offend, where all alike doe do c. 

Lon, Dumaine, thy Lone isf rre rrom charitie, 
That in Loucs griefe dei'r’il Ibciotse : 

You may lookc pale, but I ihouio blolh I know. 

To be ore-heard, and taken napping fo. 

Kin. Come fir, youblulh: as his your cafe is fuch? 
You chide at him, otF.nding twice as much, 

You doc not Lou e 'JSfaria ? Longauile, 

Did neucr Sonnet for her fake compile j 
Norncuerlay his wreathed armes atwhart 
His iouing bofome,to keepe do wae his heart. 

1 haue beene clofcly throwded in this bulh. 

And markf you both, and for you both did blullu 
3 heard your guilty Rimes, obferu’dyou fa&ion .• 
Saw fighes reekefrom you, noted well your paflton, 
Aye me, fayes one ! Oloue ! the other cries 1 
Onher hiircs wcregold,C.hrillaUcheotherseyes. 
You would for Paraflife breake Faith and troth, 

And for your Louc, would infringe an oadi. 

fay wh^that he 1^11 heare 


Faltfe 



'jir?! 


Itl./ 


m 


il&J 
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